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Who  Killed  Cock  Robin? 


Our  President  and  governors  in  solemn  conclave  have  plead  guilty,  on 
behalf  of  the  American  people,  to  the  sin  of  national  waste.  Without  a 
dissenting  voice  they  admitted  that  grave  dangers  confront  us  from  the 
heedless  dissipation  of  our  natural  resources,  and  with  this  admission  they 
adjourned.  It  is  true  that  the  President  is  to  appoint  a  national  commis¬ 
sion,  and  each  of  the  governors  is  to  appoint  a  state  commission,  and  these 
commissions,  one  and  all,  are  to  take  up  the  question  of  waste,  and 
when  the  members  of  each  commission  have  agreed  among  themselves 
and  the  several  commissions  have  reconciled  their  differences  and  agreed 
upon  a  uniform  recommendation  to  congress,  and  the  several  state  legisla¬ 
tures,  these  bodies  will  take  up  the  task  of  agreeing  upon  uniform  national 
and  state  legislation,  which  will  necessitate  a  harmonious  agreement  among 
the  members  of  the  several  national  and  state  lower  houses,  which  must 
then  be  passed  on  to  the  several  upper  houses,  who  must  agree  among 
’\J  themselves  severally  and  conjointly.  Out  of  this  multitude  of  counsels  it 
is  expected  that  a  uniform  body  of  laws  will  issue,  which  will  make  us  all 
thoughtful  and  considerate  of  the  rights  of  the  present  and  all  future 
generations,  when  we  shall  live  happily  together  ever  after. 

It  is  an  old  saying  that  a  frank  confession  is  good  for  the  soul,  and 
the  convocation  of  governors  has  already  served  a  good  purpose  in  jolting 
the  people  into  a  sober  realization  of  the  perils  that  menace  the  foundations 
of  a  national  prosperity  which  has  been  the  marvel  of  the  world.  But  large 
bodies  move  slowly,  and  when  about  a  hundred  large  and  proverbially  con¬ 
tentious  bodies  are  expected  to  agree  among  themselves  and  then  agree 
with  each  other,  it  is  a  far  cry  from  a  realization  of  the  evils  which  con¬ 
front  us  to  the  realization  of  their  reform,  through  uniform  legislation. 

It  is  worthy  of  note  that  nothing  in  the  published  proceedings  of  the- 
convention  indicated  a  suspicion  of  the  possible  existence  of  a  general 
cause — causa  causarum,  as  it  were,  for  the  numerous  effects  which  have 
at  last  crystallized  into  something  that  we  can  definitely  name  as  National 
Waste. 

Causes,  at  least,  cannot  be  charged  with  the  crime  of  race  suicide,  for 
they  are  the  most  reliably  prolific  things  in  the  universe.  Every  cause 
begets  an  incalculable  number  of  effects.  Each  of  these  effects,  in  its 
turn,  becomes  a  cause  and  begets  another  incalculable  number  of  effects, 
and  so  on,  worlds  without  end.  The  destruction  of  our  forests,  for  ex- 


ample,  has  caused  droughts  and  floods,  the  droughts  have  caused  crop 
failures  and  epidemics  of  conflagration,  and  the  floods,  in  addition  to  other 
destruction,  have  washed  countless  acres  of  “our  broad  domain”  into  the 
broader  domain  of  the  fishes.  Again,  forest  destruction  has  converted  the 
agricultural  districts  of  entire  states  into  abandoned  farms,  and  changed 
our  once  navigable  streams  into  a  reminiscence.  It  has  decimated  the  tribe 
of  fur  and  feathers,  which  once  waged  relentless  warfare  against  our  in¬ 
sect  enemies,  who  are  now  peacefully  munching  our  crops  to  the  tune  of 
several  hundred  million  of  dollars  per  annum. 

All  these  unpleasant  effects,  however,  are  merely  physical.  The  moral 
effects  constitute  a,  perhaps,  more  numerous  and  certainly  more  baleful 
progeny  of  the  same  parent.  One  of  the  catch  phrases  of  our  political 
orators  is  that  America  is  the  land  of  opportunity,  which,  barring  senti¬ 
ment,  means  that  it  is  a  land  where  things  are  to  be  had  for  the  picking  up. 
A  burglar  might  with  equal  appropriateness  refer  to  a  richly  furnished  and 
poorly  protected  house  as  a  house  of  opportunity,  for  opportunity  as  a 
cause  begets  an  innumerable  progeny  of  effects,  both  good  and  evil.  On 
the  evil  side,  the  spoils  we  have  acquired  from  our  land  of  opportunity 
have  lured  our  rural  population  from 'the  peaceful  and  independent  life  of 
the  soil  to  the  unhealthful  and  dependent  life  of  the  factory  and  city. 
They  have  enticed  to  our  shores  a  swelling  flood  of  immigration,  largely 
undesirable,  because  composed  of  uncouth,  semi-civilized  aliens,  nurtured 
in  the  traditions  of  the  vendetta,  mafia,  black-hand  or  nihilism.  This  end¬ 
less  stream  has  left  its  foul  sediment,  like  the  trail  of  a  serpent,  over  us 
all.  Our  cities,  in  the  grasp  of  a  mongrel  population,  present  the  sharpest 
contrasts  between  inordinate  wealth  and  abject  poverty  the  civilized  world 
has  ever  seen,  and  this  mongrel  population  we  fatuously  believe  we  are 
assimilating,  when  it  is  slowly,  but  remorselessly  assimilating  us.  Organ¬ 
ized  capital,  organized  labor  and  organized  everything  have  made  individual 
liberty  a  thing  of  the  past  and  are  snarling  over  the  division  of  booty 
on  the  principle  of  “First  get  what  you  can,  then  scramble  for  the  bal¬ 
ance.”  A  vulgar,  self-parading,  monied  aristocracy,  tired  of  flaunting  it¬ 
self  in  our  cities,  has  broken  off  the  reservation  and  is  tearing  up  and  down 
our  country  highways  in  touring  cars  which,  like  many  of  their  owners, 
are  fast,  swaggering  and  malodorous — claiming  the  whole  road  and  eter¬ 
nally  tooting  their  own  horn. 

This  is  not  the  wail  of  a  pessimist,  but  a  hurried  attempt  to  sum  up  a 
few  of  the  effects  of  a  single  cause — Opportunity — as  portrayed  in  the 
columns  of  our  daily,  weekly  and  monthly  press.  Whether  exaggerated 
or  not,  it  all  goes  to  show  that  it  pays  to  keep  a  weather  eye  on  causes, 
for  if  we  can  only  take  care  of  causes,  effects  will  take  care  of  themselves, 
i  The  mere  cutting  down  of  our  forests  and  digging  up  of  our  coal, 
and  tapping  of  our  underground  reservoirs  of  oil  and  gas  can  hardly  be 
called,  in  themselves,  crimes,  The  lucky  .owners  who  had  the  foresight 
to  secure  possession  of  these  properties,  in  the  matter  of  moral  turpitude 
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were  and  are  not  essentially  different  from  the  rest  of  us.  Prima  facie 
they  have  been  engaged  in  legitimate  activities,  and  society  has  been  wont  to 
accord  credit  for  laudable  enterprise  to,  say  the  Lumber  King,  who  in  a 
given  period  of  time  could  convert  the  greatest  number  of  trees  into  slabs, 
sawdust  and  merchantable  lumber.  Nor  can  notable  waste  be  attributed 
to  this  activity.  The  dear  old  green  wood  trees  so  beloved  of  birds,  squir¬ 
rels  and  other  poetic  souls,  have  not  been  causelessly  sacrificed.  On  the 
contrary,  modern  economics  has  directed  the  work  of  the  massacre  from 
the  first  stroke  of  the  ax  to  the  final  wail  of  the  circular  saw.  Even  the 
sawdust,  of  late  years,  has  been  converted  into  wood  alcohol,  which  the 
prohibitionists  must  admit  is  the  only  perfectly  moral  member  of  the 
alcohol  family.  The  slabs  too  have  been  put  to  use  as  fuel  to  help  rip  up 
the  logs  which  were  once  their  forest  neighbors.  The  fact  is,  the  tree  has 
long  been  too  valuable  a  piece  of  property  to  waste.  In  view  of  all  the 
facts  it  seems  unfair  to  lay  the  charge  of  waste  against  the  enterprising 
citizens  who  have  so  assiduously  cut  and  dug  and  pumped  for  our  innumer¬ 
able  uses.  What  is  the  earth  for  anyway  but  to  be  fouled,  flayed,  scalped 
and  disemboweled?  The  question  then  is,  Who  or  what  caused  this  great 
national  waste  that  is  just  now  giving  such  concern  to  our  contsituted 
authorities?  And  this  question,  like  the  question,  Who  killed  cock-robin? 
threatens  to  go  echoing  down  the  corridors  of  time  until  we  can  find  a 
plausible  answer. 

The  President  summoned  a  council  of  all  the  state  governors  to  con¬ 
sider  a  great  national  dilemma  caused  by  national  waste.  As  usual  in 
political  conventions — and  this  was  at  least  a  conve^ion  of  politicians — 
no  effort  was  made  to  determine  the  exact  significance  of  the  word  Waste, 
which  gave  birth  to  the  occasion,  but  politicians  are  not  noted  for  their 
insistence  upon  exact  definitions.  Had  it  been  a  convention  of  scientists 
they  probably  would  have  turned  their  first  and  exclusive  attention  to  the 
meaning  of  the  word  Waste,  and  this  once  determined,  they  would  have 
known  what  they  were  talking  about.  All  this,  however,  would  have  been 
undramatic  and  void  of  interest  to  the  public,  which  demands  entertain¬ 
ment. 

Everybody  of  course  understands  that  waste  in  its  commonly  accepted 
sense  means  needless  destruction  or  loss  without  equivalent  gain,  but  the 
word  waste  is  an  abstraction;  like  the  word  sickness  it  stands  for  a  con¬ 
geries  of  effects  produced  by  causes  more  or  less  remote  and  obscure.  A 
convention  of  medicos  would  have  come  together  with  the  different  kinds 
of  sickness,  classified  and  named,  and  they  would  have  proceeded  in  &■ 
methodical  way  to  seek  the  cause  or  causes  of  each.  On  the  other  hand 
our  political  doctors  have  a  way  of  waging  Chinese  warfare  against  our 
social  ills  by  beating  tom-toms  and  firing  statutory  cartridges  against 
effects  instead  of  against  causes. 

As  before  stated,  waste  cannot  be  fairly  charged  against  the  activity 
of  marketing  our  forests,  for  our  lumber  kings  have  been  faithful  to  their 
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economic  ideals,  not  only  in  the  killing  and  cutting  process,  but  through 
combinations,  freight  rebates  and  other  time  honored  economic  devices. 

Now,  if  there  has  been  no  culpable  waste  in  the  production  of  lumber, 
it  seems  pertinent  to  inquire  whether  the  waste  that  is  so  generally  ad¬ 
mitted  has  not  been  in  its  consumption.  If  so,  the  responsibility  is  shifted 
from  the  broad  shoulders  of  the  lumber  king  to  the  broader  shoulders  of 
the  sovereign  people. 

Any  change  of  matter  from  a  form  or  condition  that  is  available  for 
human  uses  into  a  form  or  condition  that  is  not  so  available,  is  waste. 
Viewed  from  this  standpoint,  the  great  American  public  itself — the  public 
to  whom  and  of  whom  our  politicians  dare  not  speak  the  whole  truth,  is 
the  culprit,  for  the  American  people  for  many  generations  have  been  busily 
engaged  in  helping  along  the  combustion  that  has  turned  our  late  lamented 
forests  into  ash-heaps.  As  if  the  combustibility  of  wood  itself  were  too 
slow  for  his  heated  imagination,  the  American  citizen  has  fed  the  auto- 
da-fe  of  our  virgin  forests  with  other  and  more  intense  combustibles,  also 
cribbed  from  Dame  Nature. 

In  the  good  old  days  of  the  Inquisition  it  was  the  average  every-day 
citizen  who  looked  on  approvingly  while  the  minions  of  the  Church  and 
State  piled  fagots  around  heretics  and  converted  living  flesh  and  blood 
into  martyrs;  all  of  which  we  now  recognize  was  a  waste  of  valuable 
material  that  might  have  been  turned  to  better  uses.  The  average  every¬ 
day  American  citizen  reads  with  horror  of  the  waste  wrought  by  his 
medieval  ancestors  in  turning  heretics  into  cinders  and  “soap-grease;”  but 
he  has  complacently*?witnessed  the  auto-da-fe  of  our  trees  which  for  gen¬ 
erations  has  been  converting  them  into  ashes,  good  for  no  earthly  purpose 
unless  it  be  the  manufacture  of  soap.  Lest  this  be  regarded  as  an -over¬ 
drawn  charge,  let  us  look  into  the  facts. 

In  many  portions  of  the  United  States  it  has  been  a  common  experi¬ 
ence  during  periods  of  drought  for  the  atmosphere  of  entire  states  to  be 
darkened  by  a  pall  of  smoke  and  for  our  eyes  and  lungs  to  be  filled  with 
the  acrid  vapors  of  burning  forests.  Year  after  year  millions  have  endured 
this  disagreeable  experience  without  thought  of  the  vast  waste  involved  in 
this  destruction  of  economic  resources  on  which  might  depend  the  well  be¬ 
ing  of  future  generations.  Countless  thousands  of  acres  of  forests  have 
been  turned  into  a  Gehenna  of  smouldering  tree-trunks,  because  of  a  fire 
started  perhaps  by  some  vagrant  hunter  or  fisherman,  while  we  have  looked 
on  with  no  thought  beyond  the  discomfort  to  our  eyes  and  nostrils.  This, 
‘it  is  true,  has  become  largely  a  thing  of  the  past,  not  because  of  our  fore¬ 
thought,  but  because  there  are  few  forests  left  to  burn.* 

This  form  of  forest  destruction,  however,  sinks  into  insignificance 

*Note:  This  was  written  in  the  early  part  of  May,  1908.  The  forest  fires  during  August  and 
September  which  have  swept  through  our  northern  states  from  the  Pacific  to  the  Atlantic  ocean,  indicate 
that  in  spite  of  the  reduced  forest  area  the  destruction  has  equalled  that  of  any  year  of  our  history.  The 
Chief  Forester  of  Michigan  estimates  the  damages  from  forest  fires  in  that  state  alone  during  the  present 
year  at  forty  million  dollars. 
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when  compared  with  the  destruction  of  forest  products  after  the  lumber 
king  has  disposed  of  them  in  the  market  and  terminated  his  moral  respon¬ 
sibility.  Here  we  begin  to  find  waste  that  is  truly  national,  not  waste  of 
forest  products  alone,  but  waste  of  everything  on  which  man,  woman,  child 
and  beast  have  toiled — everything  to  which  nature  and  human  effort  have 
imparted  value,  and  last,  but  far  from  least,  waste  of  human  life  on  a  scale 
even  more  appalling  than  the  waste  of  property.  The  story  of  this  phase 
of  our  national  waste  is  well  worth  the  telling. 

A  RACE  OF  TREE  KILLERS 

It  is  a  matter  of  history  that  our  forefathers  looked  with  indifference 
upon  our  vast  and  fertile  prairies  as  available  for  agricultural  purposes. 
The  pioneers  who  crossed  the  Alleghenies  and  settled  the  valleys  of  the 
Mississippi  and  its  tributaries  traveled  far  and  toilsomely  across  boundless 
meadows  smiling  with  succulent  grasses  and  multi-hued  flowers  to  seek  a 
farm  in  some  dank  forest,  and  the  first  work  in  their  home-building  was 
to  cut  down  enough  trees  to  build  a  log  cabin,  stable  and  rail  fence.  They 
then  proceeded  to  make  “a  clearing”  by  girdling  all  the  trees  on  their 
proposed  farm  site,  and  after  the  trees  were  dead,  combustible  brush¬ 
wood  was  piled  at  their  bases  and  they  were  burned  as  they  stood.  In 
those  primitive  jlays  this  was  justly  considered  an  ingenious  labor-saving 
device,  because  it  saved  the  double  labor  of  first  cutting  the  trees  down  and 
then  cutting  them  up.  Besides,  there  was  no  market  for  cordwood  and  the 
trees  simply  had  to  be  got  rid  of.  In  this  way  every  pioneer  disposed  of 
about  forty  acres  of  trees.  It  is  always  easy  to  criticise  the  wisdom  of  our 
fathers,  but  it  should  be  remembered  that  they  had  no  roads  and  few 
vehicles,  and  it  was  far  easier  to  cut  down  enough  trees  for  cabins  and 
fences  and  burn  the  rest  than  to  haul  the  materials  out  on  some  bleak, 
wind-swept  prairie.  In  hunting  causes  for  existing  conditions  the  more 
important  fact  to  consider  is  that  our  forefathers,  through  many  genera¬ 
tions  had  good  reason  to  look  upon  a  tree  as  something  to  be  downed ,  and 
their  sons,  who  afterward  became  our  lumber  kings,  grew  up  with  this 
sentiment  as  an  inherited  instinct.  In  fact,  we  are  by  heritage  a  race  of 
tree  killers,  and  our  racial  instinct  was  shown  upon  a  memorable  occasion 
by  the  father  of  his  country  when  he  hewed  down  a  cherry  tree  with  his 
little  hatchet.  Even  our  famous  American  institution,  the  stump  speech, 
derived  its  name  from  the  fact  that  it  was  always  and  everywhere  possible 
for  the  political  ranter  to  find  an  available  tree  stump  from  which,  unheed¬ 
ing  this  mute  symbol  of  ruthless  destruction,  he  could  inveigh  against 
every  conceivable  evil,  real  or  imaginary,  except  forest  waste. 

OFFERINGS  TO  THE  FIRE  GOD 

After  a  sturdy  fight  for  what  they  conceived  to  be  their  rights,  the 
thirteen  independent  colonies  found  themselves  about  a  century  ago  in  un¬ 
disputed  possession  of  the  best  part  of  the  fairest  continent  on  the  globe — 
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a  continent  of  apparently  inexhaustible  resources,  of  vast  and  fertile  plains, 
boundless  forests,  majestic  rivers  and  of  what  then  was  unsuspected,  a 
hidden  store  of  subterranean  wealth  beyond  comprehension.  All  this  was 
the  conquest  of  a  sparse  population  of  hunters,  herdsmen,  farmers  and 
fishermen.  A  few  widely  separated  trading  posts  along  our  interior  wat¬ 
erways  and  a  few  small  cities  along  our  seaboard  constituted  our  urban 
population.  Wood  was  then  the  cheapest  and  most  available  fuel  and 
building  material.  Log  cabins  were  the  first  buildings.  These  were  suc¬ 
ceeded  by  more  pretentious  wooden  structures,  which  before  the  age  of 
steam  were  painfully  hewn  or  sawed  by  hand.  These  buildings,  however, 
were  solidly  and  honestly  built,  without  hidden  spaces  and  with  massive 
chimneys  built  from  the  ground.  With  the  advent  of  steam  came  the  steam 
saw  mill,  cheap  lumber  and  the  “balloon  frame/’  The  balloon  frame  build¬ 
ing  might  be  described  as  a  device  for  combining  combustible  material  in  the 
manner  best  suited  to  favor  rapid  and  inextinguishable  combustion.  It 
consists  of  scores  and  hundreds  of  little  wooden  flues,  in  any  one  of  whicli' 
a  fire  once  started  is  beyond  access  or  control.  A  snake  may  be  jerked 
out  of  its  hole  and  scotched  as  long  as  an  inch  of  its  tail  remains  in  sight, 
but  the  snaky  flame  that  once  gets  only  its  tongue  tip  in  one  of  the  wooylen 
flues  of  a  balloon  frame  is  free  to  wrap  the  entire  structure  in  its  coils.  As 
our  towns  grew  these  balloon  frames,  so  admirably  adapted  to  the  appetite 
df~the  Fire  Fiend,  were  carelessly,  thrown  together  side  by  side  in  block 
after  block,  where  they  could  be  conveniently  swallowed  at  a  single  gulp. 
Then  we  began  to  gather  appetizing  condiments  for  his  fiendship,  coal  oil, 
gasoline,  parlor  matches,  high  inflammables  and  explosives,  and  the  waste 
began.  We  have  been  shoveling  single  buildings  down  the  gullet  of  the  fire 
fiend  every  minute  in  the  day  for  generations — shoveling  with  the  regular¬ 
ity  Of  a  stoker  shoveling  coal  into  the  furnace  doors  of  an  Atlantic  liner. 
Every  few  days  we  have  offered  up  at  the  shrine  of  our  Fire  God  a  town 
or  two  as  a  modest  burnt  offering,  while  as  an  annual  festival  we  have 
sacrificed  in  his  worship  a  minor ^city  or  two,  and  at  intervals  of  about  a 
decade  we  have  paid  special  honors  to  our  national  deity  by  making  a  bon¬ 
fire  of  one  of  our  largest  cities.  Single  buildings,  blocks  of  buildings,  in 
fact,  entire  business  districts  have  been  burned  and  rebuilt  over  and  over 
again,  and  it  would  be  well  within  the  bounds  of  truth  to  state  that  for 
every  building  now  in  existence  in  the  United  States  one  or  more  of  its 
ancestors,  like  Elijah,  has  gone  up  in  a  fiery  chariot. 

OUR  TRIBUTE  pF  PROPERTY 

It  is  but  fair  to  admit  that  the  balloon  frame  has  been  largely  super¬ 
seded  in  our  cities  by  brick  buildings  with  wooden  floors,  partitions  and 
roofs,  but  except  as  to  outside  walls  and  metal  surfacing  of  roofs  these 
buildings  are  structurally  identical  with  the  balloon  frame.  As  their  ex¬ 
terior  walls  are  usually  full  of  openings  for  the  neighborly  and  sociable 
exchange  of  combustion  with  other  buildings,  they  have  proved  to  be  but 
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little  better  than  the  balloon  frames,  and  this  little  is  more  than  offset  by 
increased  height  and  area.  In  fact,  these  buildings  inaugurated  the  era  of 
the  “sky  scraper”  and  “conflagration  breeder,”  which  brought  with  it  the 
mighty  city  conflagrations  that  have  amazed  and  appalled  the  civilized 
'world  that  lies  beyond  our  borders. 

This  in  epitome  is  the  fire  record  of  our  American  civilization,  a  rec¬ 
ord  of  waste  unprecedented  in  the  world’s  history.  There  are  about  eleven 
million  buildings  in  the  United  States.  The  lumber  in  an  ordinary  frame 
dwelling  is  the  product  of  a  score  or  more  of  average  forest  trees.  Every 
conflagration  that  consumes  the  business  district  of  a  town  of  a  few  thou¬ 
sand  inhabitants  destroys  the  product  of  a  good  sized  forest  and  a  con¬ 
flagration  such  as  that  of  Chicago  or  San  Francisco  consumes  enough 
lumber  to  denude  an  entire  state  of  its  woodland  wealth. 

This  is  Waste,  spelled  with  a  capital  W,  and  waste  unfortunately  not 
confined  to  forest  products.  Nearly  every  building  shelters  values  in  a 
much  more  concentrated  form  than  mere  lumber  values.  In  most  cases  the 
contents  of  buildings  in  business  districts  of  cities  exceed  in  value  the 
buildings  themselves  manyfold,  and  forest  products  constitute  but  a  small 
part  of  the  total  values  of  our  burnt  offerings  to  the  Fire  Fiend.  Our  na¬ 
tional  fire  waste  embraces  every  material  and  many  of  the  immaterial 
things  constructed  or  fashioned  to  meet  human  needs,  including  the  values 
of  the  raw  material  plus  the  values  represented  by  the  labor  of  transform¬ 
ing  and  transporting  these  materials.  Our  fire  waste  consumes  the  sum 
total  of  values  produced  by  every  form  of  activity  of  brain,  brawn  and 
machinery.  To  this  should  be  added  the  expense  of  our  municipal  pro¬ 
tection  against  fire..  Nowhere  ini  the  world  has  so  much  money  been  spent 
for  municipal  water  supplies  and  fire  departments.  It  is  estimated  that 
for  every  dollar  actually  destroyed  by  fire  another  dollar  has  been  expended 
for  municipal  protection. 


OUR  TRIBUTE  OF  LIFE 

In  addition  to  this  incredible  property  tribute,  the  fire  fiend  exacts  an 
equally  incredible  annual  tribute  of  human  life.  The  parlor  match  alone  is 
responsible  for  about  eight  hundred  lives  per  annum.  The  gasoline  can 
and  gasoline  stove  forxDther  hundreds.  Each  of  our  Fourth  of  July  cele¬ 
brations  consumes  millions  of  property  values  and  leaves  in  its  trail  thou¬ 
sands  of  dead  and  wounded.  The  daily  record  with  which  the  morning 
papers  regale  our  breakfast  time  shades  upwards  in  a  crescendo  from  one 
or  a  dozen  lives  lost  in  some  store,  factory,  .apartment  house  or  hotel  to 
a  Gollingwood  School  or  Iroquois  Theatre  fire,  where  the  dead  are  stacked 
i  like  cordwood.^ 

We  choke  with  horror  when  we  read  of  the  human  sacrifices  offered 
up  by  the  ancient  Aztecs  to  -their  Fire  God,  but  habit  has  so  inured  us  to 
this  daily  sacrifice  to  our  own  national  deity  that  we  read  with  a  quasi¬ 
religious  unction  and  like  a  chapter  read  from  the  Bible  at  morning  devo- 
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tions  we  forget  it  by  the  time  we  have  boarded  the  cars  for  the  day’s  regUr 
lar  business. 

Turning  our  attention  from  this  sickening  recital  to  a  brief  examina¬ 
tion  of  prevailing  conditions  in  the  civilized  portions  of  Europe,  say  Ger¬ 
many,  France,  Italy,  Spain,  Belgium,  Holland,  Switzerland  and  Great 
Britain,  we  find  the  curious  fact  that  in  these  countries  the  average  annual 
fire  loss  per  capita,  the  average  rate  paid  for  fire  insurance  and  the  average 
annual  loss  of  life  by  fire  are  each  about  one-tenth  of  the  same  averages  in 
this  country.  Berlin  has  a  population  about  one-third  larger  than  Chicago. 

It  has  grown  during  recent  decades  as  rapidly  as  Chicago,  and  is  quite  as 
strenuous  in  its  activities.  It  is  surrounded  by  enormous  and  rapidly  grow¬ 
ing  manufacturing  sections.  The  annual  fire  loss  of  Chicago  approximates. 
$5,000,000.  The  annual  fire  loss  of  Berlin  rarely  exceeds  $150,000.  A 
well-known  and  reliable  American  in  a  recent  address  before  the  insur¬ 
ance  Library  Association  of  Boston,  says :  “I  dare  say,  in  the  last  fifteen 
years  I  have  spent  seven  or  eight  months  in  Paris,  and  during  all  this 
period  I  have  never  once  seen  a  fire  or  even  a  piece  of  apparatus  going  to 
or  returning  from  a  fire.  The  gates  of  the  fire  station  seem  forever  to  be 
shut.  I  have  passed  by  them  repeatedly  and  never  once  seen  them  open. 

*  *  *  It  is  a  rare  thing  for  a  fire  to  go  outside  of  the  building  or  even 
the  apartment  in  which  it  starts.  Lath  and  plaster  partitions,  concealed 
spaces  in  floors  and  in  walls  and  generally  flimsy,  or  as  we  term  it,  quick¬ 
burning  construction,  are  things  unknown.  *  *  *  In  Holland,  fire  in¬ 
surance  rates  in  comparison  with  rates  here  are  so  low  as  to  be  simply 
ludicrous.  *  *  *  In  Vienna  it  is  said  there  is  not  a  single  wooden 
building.”  Every  fact  stated  in  the  preceding  extracts  is  verified  by  the 
consular  reports  in  our  archives  at  Washington.  In  Great  Britain  the  com¬ 
bined  annual  losses  from  all  large  conflagrations  seldom  exceed  the  loss 
we  expect  from  the  burning  of  one  of  our  conflagration-breeding  city  build¬ 
ings. 

WHAT  MAKES  THE  DIFFERENCE? 

Is  this  startling  difference  between  our  experience  and  the  experience 
of  our  transatlantic  neighbors  attributable  to  influences  that  are  physical, 
moral  or  both? 

Atmospheric  conditions  are  not  to  be  ignored.  A  deficit  in  relative 
humidity  or  an  excess  of  high  winds  will  do  much  to  spread  combustion. 

It  is  true  that  in  the  British  Isles  the  atmospheric  humidity  is  notably  high, 
but  the  fire  waste  in  Great  Britain  is  perceptibly  higher  than  in  France, 

Spain  and  Italy,  where  humidity  is  notably  low.  In  Great  Britain,  North 
Germany,  Austria,  Holland,  Switzerland  and  portions  of  Italy  and  France 
(where  the  tramontane  prevails),  high  winds  are  as  prevalent  in  all  proba-  f 

bility  as  in  any  part  of  the  United  States,  and  we  may  logically  dismiss 
wind  and  aridity  with  the  Scotch  verdict — Not  proven. 

Without  doubt  the  admitted  superiority  of  building  construction  and 
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the  more  careful  regulation  of  dangerous  features  of  occupancy  account 
for  a  considerable  part  of  the  difference,  but  these  physical  features  fall 
far  short  of  accounting  for  all  the  incredible  excess  of  our  fire  waste  over 
that  of  European  countries.  An  honest  investigation  could  not  but  reveal 
that  the  enormous  difference  arises  primarily  from  the  attitude  of  the 

American  public  towards  the  phenomenon  of  fire  waste — in  fine.  thaTHTe 

chief  contributory  cause  is  moral  rather  than  physical.  Other  and  older 
civilizations  have  learned  to  regard  fire  waste  as  a  great  and  constant 
menace  to  public  safety, — a  menace  as  portentious  as  war,  pestilence  or 
famine.  They  have  learned  that  it  is  a  thing  to  be  crushed  out  at  any 
sacrifice  of  the  rights  of  the  individual  to  the  greater  rights  of  the  public. 
They  have  learned  that  fire  waste  emanates  in  larger  part  from  either  crim¬ 
inal  indifference  or  criminal  intent,  and  that  to  this  extent  it  is  preventa¬ 
ble  through  laws  which  go  directly  to  the  root  of  the  evil  by  holding  the 
individual  citizen  to  a  rigid  accountability  for  every  act  of  omission  or  com¬ 
mission  which  tends  to  increase  the  danger.  In  all  parts  of  Europe  where 
the  Code  Napoleon  prevails  the  law  of  Voisinage  holds  the  landlord  re¬ 
sponsible  for  his  negligence,  to  all  concerned,  tenants  or  neighbors,  and  if 
fire  originates  from  carelessness  of  tenant,  he  is  held  responsible  to  all 
concerned,  landlord  or  neighbors.  This  law  places  the  responsibility  where 
it  belongs  and  works  automatically  in  making  everyone  interested  in  hav¬ 
ing  his  premises  as  safe  as  they  can  be  made  by  human  foresight.  This  is 
not  only  strictly  logical,  but  in  harmony  with  the  attitude  of  every  civilized 
government  in  dealing  with  the  spread  of  contagion.  Every  victim  of  a 
contagious  disease  really  becomes  the  property  of  the  government.  If  am 
animal,  it  is  promptly  slaughtered;  if  a  human,  it  is  as  promptly  carried 
to  a  pesthouse  or  imprisoned  within  the  walls  of  its  home,  and  the  author¬ 
ities  have  the  right  to  entry,  supervision  and  disinfection  of  the  premises, 
or  for  that  matter,  if  disinfection  is  impracticable,  the  sovereign  power  of 
the  people  has  the  unquestioned  right  to  raze  the  entire  premises.-  This  is 
a  natural  right  of  the  whole  against  any  of  its  parts  and  holds  good  even  in 
the  absence  of  specific  statutory  law.  There  is  a  strong  analogy  between 
the  spread  of  contagion  and  the  spread  of  conflagration.  The  individual 
who  is  liable  to  spread  smallpox,  scarlet  fever  or  diphtheria  through  a 
community,  is  no  greater  menace  to  the  public  welfare  than  the  individual 
who  by  carelessness  or  intent  originates  the  fire  that  destroys  a  Chicago, 
Boston,  Baltimore  or  San  Francisco.  Indeed,  the  incendiary  is  even  more 
dangerous  than  the  innocent  victim  of  a  contagious  disease,  for  a  confla¬ 
gration  may  not  only  destroy  as  many  lives  as  a  contagion,  but  vastly  more 
property,  and  there  is  no  logical  reason  why  the  law  should  be  any  more 
considerate  of  the  rights  or  feelings  of  the  always  culpable  incendiary  than 
it  is  of  the  innocent  and  unfortunate  sufferer  from  a  contagious  disease. 

Our  national  government  is  hedged  about  by  constitutional  restraints. 
It  has,  for  instance,  no  control  over  fire  waste  or  fire  insurance.  The  right 
to  legislate  in  regard  to  these  important  subjects  belongs  exclusively  to  and 
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is  jealously  guarded  by  the  several  states.  At  the  present  time  we  have 
about  forty-six  separate  bodies  of  state  laws  regulating  fire  insurance,  but 
we  would  have  to  search  carefully  to  find  among  them  all  a  single  effective 
law  for  reducing  fire  waste  itself.  In  their  details  the  laws  of  no  two 
states  agree,  but  in  their  spirit  there  seems  to  be  a  perfect  agreement  in 
dealing  with  effects  rather  than  with  causes,  and  the  difference  between 
this  country  and  Europe  may  be  summed  up  as  follows :  In  Europe  fire 
waste  is  hedged  about  with  every  possible  safeguard,  while  fire  insurance, 
in  common  with  other  legitimate  industries,  is  permitted  to  work  out  its 
own  destiny ;  in  the  United  States  fire  insurance  is  hedged  about  with  every 
restriction  that  legislative  ingenuity  can  suggest,  while  fire  waste  is  per¬ 
mitted  to  work  out  its  own  sweet  will. 

No  one  can  honestly  study  the  facts  and  retain  a  shred  of  doubt  that 
our  shameful  national  waste  is  in  largest  part  fire  waste,  nor  that  for  the 
largest  part  of  this  we  are  indebted  to  state  politics  and  state  legislation, 
which  have  persistently  ignored  the  evil  itself  and  made  use  of  one  of  its 
innumerable  effects — fire  insurance — for  purposes  of  state  revenue,  addi¬ 
tional  offices  and  political  piffle.  Under  pretense  of  supervising  fire  insur¬ 
ance,  the  several  states  have  taxed  the  industry  about  ten  times  the  actual’ 
cost  of  supervision.  Taken  as  a  whole,  there  has  never  been  any  profit 
to  the  capital  engaged  in  fire  insurance  in  the  United  States,  but  the  states 
themselves,  without  assuming  any  responsibility  whatever,  have  appropri¬ 
ated  the  entire  net  revenues  of  the  industry,  and  every  dollar  they  have 
appropriated  has  come  indirectly  from  the  pockets  of  people  who  have 
been  provident  enough  to  protect  themselves  with  fire  insurance.  In  fine, 
the  attitude  of  state  legislation  towards  its  citizenship  in  the  matter  of  fire 
waste  has  been  not  protective,  but  parasitic.  Without  risk  to  itself,  the 
state  has  profited  by  the  industry  and  forethought  of  its  best  citizens  by 
imposing  a  tax  upon  a  tax,  but  over  and  above  this  is  the  damning  fact 
that  fire  insurance  as  an  industry  has  been  transacted  for  the  sole 
benefit  of  the  states  and  that  the  moral  responsibility  for  the  criminal 
loss  of  life  and  property  in  the  United  States  lies  chiefly  at  the  doors 
of  the  several  states  themselves. 

THE  “  DEAR  PEOPLE  ”  PAY  THE  FREIGHT 

To  sum  up,  our  state  legislation,  more  than  any  one  thing,  is  respon¬ 
sible  for  our  national  fire  waste,  but  legislation  is  enacted  by  the  represen¬ 
tatives  of  the  “dear  people”  and  in  the  end  the  disastrous  consequences, 
like  chickens,  come  home  to  roost  on  the  doorstep  of  the  “dear  peopled 
The  “dear  people”  is  the  culprit  and  the  “dear  people”  “pay  the  freight.” 

It  is  a  lamentable  fact  that  the  demagogue  and  the  dear  people  consti¬ 
tute  a  sort  of  vicious  circle.  The  demagogue  “soft  soaps”  the  dear  people 
and  the  dear  people  elect  the  demagogue.  No  candidate  was  ever  voted 
into  office  for  telling  the  whole  truth  about  the  whole  people. 

It  is  to  be  regretted  that  our  president  who  has  so  strenuously  wielded 


the  big  stick,  was  not  properly  advised  as  to  the  real  facts  at  the  recent 
gubernatorial  conference,  for  with  his  well-known  disregard  of  conse¬ 
quences  he  might  have  delivered  a  Phillipic  against  the  dear  people  that 
would  have  been  memorable  in  the  annals  of  American  oratory.  One  can 
imagine  a  peroration  in  about  the  following  words : 

“Go  back,  Your  Excellences,  to  your  several  commonwealths  and  for 
once  tell  your  people  the  whole  truth,  not  the  truth  flavored  to  catch  the 
republican  vote,  the  democratic  vote,  the  farmer  vote,  the  labor  vote,  or  the 
vote  of  any  party,  class  or  section,  but  the  truth  that  will  set  every  man  to 
searching  out  his  own  moral  delinquencies.  Tell  your  people  that  of  all  our 
sinful  national  waste,  fire  waste  constitutes  the  largest  and  least  excusable 
part.  Tell  them  that  the  National  Government  is  in  no  wise  responsible 
for  this  and  that  with  its  present  constitutional  authority  it  is  in  no  way 
able  to  curb  it.  Tell  them  that  the  guilt  for  this  criminal  sacrifice  of  life 
and  property  in  the  past  lies  at  the  doors  of  the  sovereign  states  themselves. 
Tell  them  that  when  every  individual  is  a  law  unto  himself  it  is  called 
anarchy  and  that  in  our  mutually  dependent  civilization  anarchy  must  re¬ 
sult  if  each  state  in  disregard  of  the  rights  of  other  states  persists  in  being 
a  law  unto  itself.  Tell  them  that  there  is  no  moral  difference  between  the 
individual  and  the  state  that  can  find  no  higher  motive  in  human  calamity 
than  to  turn  it  into  a  source  of  revenue.  Tell  them  that  this  great*  republic 
can  no  more  endure  as  a  swarm  of  petty  clashing  sovereignties  than  it 
could  endure  part  slave  and  part  free.  Tell  them,  finally,  that  state 
sovereignty  which  meant  so  much  to  our  forefathers  of  1808,  means  abso¬ 
lutely  nothing  to  the  millions  of  immigrants  who  are  swarming  to  our 
shores  and  will  soon  shape  our  political  destinies,  and  that  if  they  expect 
to  preserve  state  sovereignty  they  must  bow  to  the  demands  of  our  evolv¬ 
ing  civilization  for  an  honest,  simple  and  uniform  body  of  laws  to  govern 
wherever  ‘Old  Glory’  floats. 

“This,  Your  Excellencies,  is  my  message  to  your  people.  Now  a 
word  to  the  people  of  the  United  States  as  a  whole. 

“We  have  all  had  our  fling  in  the  general  airing  of  existing  in¬ 
iquity.  The  few  of  you  who  have  escaped  punishment  or  exposure 
have  doubtless  deserved  it,  if  not  for  the  things  you  have  done,  for 
the  things  you  have  left  undone,  for  after  all  has  been  said,  it  is 
largely  Opportunity  that  makes  the  difference  between  the  desirable 
and  the  undesirable  citizen.  We  came  into  possession  of  the  spoils 
of  a  virgin  continent  where  Opportunity  lay  about  us  in  riotous  pro¬ 
fusion  for  those  who  were  shrewd  enough  to  see.  The  long  work  of 
looting  is  approaching  completion  and  our  ‘sweet  land  of  liberty’  lies 
at  our  feet  prostrate  and  despoiled  for  the  benefit  o.f  those  who  have 
the  longest  heads  and  the  longest  fingers.  Is  there  any  diffeience 
between  the  much  abused  plutocrat  and  the  rest  of  us,  except  that  he 
had  the  eyes  to  see  and  the  nerve  to  grasp  opportunity,  and  the  rest 
of  us  had  not?  Censure  him  as  we  may  and  flatter  ourselves  as  we 
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may,  that  we  would  have  been  less  grasping  or  more  honest,  deep 
down  in  our  hearts  lies  the  doubt  whether  we  could  have  withstood 
his  temptation.  No  man  starts  in  any  career  altogether  bad;  be¬ 
sides,  our  standards  of  probity  change.  It  has  not  been  long  since 
we  all  regarded  discrimination,  favoritism,  rebates,  and  for  that  mat¬ 
ter,  graft  im  its  milder  forms,  as  legitimate  and  unavoidable  accom¬ 
paniments  of  business  life,  and  to  be  perfectly  frank,  they  are  still 
so  regarded  if  not  specifically  interdicted  by  law.  In  the  popular  mind 
it  is  not  the  act  itself,  but  the  violation  of  statutory  law  that  consti¬ 
tutes  the  crime.  It  has  not  been  many  years  since  we  were  inviting 
our  revered  plutocrats  to  address  our  universities  and  Sabbath  schools 
upon  the  secrets  of  their  success,  and  it  seems  but  yesterday  since 
they  were  telling  our  confiding  youth  the  story  of  the  struggles  of 
their  boyhood  days  and  exhibiting  the  tattered  account  books  in 
which  they  kept  a  record  of  their  pathetically  small  earnings  and  ex¬ 
penditures,  not  forgetting  to  mention  the  nickel  regularly  dropped 
in  the  contribution  box  to  send  flannel  nightcaps  and  fine  tooth  combs 
to  the  heathen.  All  this  we  heard  in  awed  silence,  without  a  suspicion 
that  vast  wealth  suddenly  acquired  may  be  taken  prinia  facie  as  evidence  of 
an  unfair  seizure  of  opportunity. 

At  last  we  have  snatched  the  lion’s  skin  from  the  shoulders  of  our 
national  hero — Success.  Like  Thackeray’s  stripped  Grand  Monargue, 
he  stands  before  us  in  all  his  nude  unmajesty — no  longer  in  our  eyes 
a  plutocrat,  but  a  pluc’tocrat,  because  we  realize  that  he  got  ahead 
of  us  in  the  great  game  of  American  enterprise  by  means  of  certain 
cards  up  his  sleeve  which  he  omitted  to  mention  in  his  Sabbath  school 
addresses.  Meanwhile  we  less  fortunate  participants  in  the  game  have 
had  our  share  of  the  glory  in  bragging  about  American  enterprise. 
Honest  enterprise  is  what  makes  the  world  go  round  and  while  most 
of  our  enterprise  has  been  in  every  way  laudable,  too  much  of  what 
we  have  been  so  proud  to  refer  to  as  American  enterprise  was  pro¬ 
phetically  described  by  Mother  Goose  before  our  nation  was  born: 

‘Little  Johnny  Horner ,  sitting  in  the  corner 
Eating  his  Christmas  pie, 

Stuck  in  his  thumb  and  pulled  out  a  plum, 

And  said,  What  a  brave  boy  am  I! 

“Lastly,  I  desire  to  deliver  this  most  solemn  warning  to  the 
American  people: 

“Most  forms  of  waste  are  gradual — corrosive  rather  than  explo¬ 
sive — hence  in  the  face  of  timely  warning  they  may  be  stopped  or 
shunned,  but  the  waste  of  the  Fire  Fiend  is  both  corrosive  and  ex¬ 
plosive.  Within  the  short  space  of  thirty-six  years  four  of  America’s 
proudest  cities  have  been  laid  low  by  fire.  When  you  pick  up  your 
paper  tomorrow  morning  you  may  be  called  upon  to  read  the  ap- 


14 


palling  details  of  another  great  city  conflagration.  Can  the  United 
States  stand  another  of  these  cataclysms?  No!  Another  in  the 
present  crippled  condition  of  fire  insurance  capital  would  probably 
cause  the  most  momentous  financial  crisis  in  our  history.  Most  of 
the  great  fire  underwriting  institutions  were  able  to  survive  San 
Francisco  by  the  forced  sale  of  their  assets  and  new  issues  of  their 
own  stock,  because  the  times  were  flush  and  confidence  in  their  re¬ 
cuperative  powers  unlimited.  It  is  still  an  open  question  whether  the 
sale  of  two  or  three  hundred  millions  of  securities  made  necessary  by 
the  San  Francisco  conflagration  was  not  the  determining  cause  of 
the  panic  from  which  we  are  now  slowly  emerging.  Be  this  as  it  may, 
another  forced  sale  of  this  vast  amount  of  securities  is  far  more  than 
the  market  could  now  stand,  and  as  for  the  sale  of  new  issues  of  fire 
insurance  stocks,  it  is  not  to  be  considered,  for  confidence  in  the  re¬ 
cuperative  powers  of  the  companies  is  a  thing  of  the  past.  The  city 
conflagration  has  effectually  taught  capital,  both  home  and  foreign, 
to  beware  of  fire  insurance  stocks.  Another  city  conflagration  in  the 
early  future  would  leave  our  entire  commerce  prostrate,  both  values 
and  credit  would  be  annihilated  and  our  financial  institutions,  mer¬ 
cantile  establishments,  manufactories  and  transportation  lines  would 
be  laid  low  by  the  worst  panic  of  modern  times.  All  would  pass  into 
the  hands  of  the  receiver  to  be  leisurely  picked  up  at  bargain  prices 
by  the  financiers  of  the  old  world,  who  would  thus  become  the  lords 
and  masters  of  the  accumulated  results  of  a  century  of  American  en¬ 
terprise — including  the  enterprising  Americans  who  have  so  long  blindly 
ignored  this  possibility. 

“But  all  this  sinks  into  insignificance  when  compared  with  the 
possibilities  of  a  great  metropolitan  conflagration  in  the  dead  of 
winter.  Did  it  ever  occur  to  you,  fellow  citizens,  that,  every  notable 
conflagration  in  this  country  has  happened  during  the  clement  sea¬ 
sons,  when  humanity  could  endure  the  hardship  of  being  driven  out¬ 
doors  to  camp  under  the  stars?  The  stories  of  suffering  and  death 
from  exposure  during  the  conflagrations  of  the  past  are  pitiful  enough, 
God  knows,  but  picture  to  yourselves  if  you  can  the  unspeakable 
horrors  of  such  a  conflagration  in  the  dead  of  winter,  the  stinging 
wintry  night,  the  north  wind  heaping  the  snow  into  impassable  drifts, 
the  vortex  of  flame  crumpling  block  after  block  in  its  resistless  heat, 
the  hurried  emptying  of  hotels,  homes  and  hospitals,  the  lame,  the 
halt,  the  blind,  the  sick  and  dying,  the  feeble  and  aged,  the  helpless  infants, 
all  driven  out  into  a  frenzied  mass  of  humanity  fleeing  before  the  knout 
of  the  Fire  Fiend  into  the  hopeless  black  void — millions  swept  from  a  hell 
of  heat  into  a  hell  of  cold. 

Then  consider,  my  smug,  self-satisfied  fellow  citizens,  the  awful  scene 
that  will  confront  an  amazed  and  horror-struck  world, — the  sickening 
waste  of  toppling  walls,  smouldering  embers  and  charred  stumps  of  poor 


humanity,  surrounded  by  a  snowy  waste  from  which  windrows  of  dead 
faces  stare  with  unseeing  eyes  up  at  the  pitiless  blue  vault  of  the  heavens 
that  left  them  the  dread  alternative  of  death  by  fervent  heat  or  Arctic  cold. 
This  is  not  a  chapter  from  Dante,  fellow  citizens.  It  is  an  all  too  feeble 
picture,  not  of  what  may  happen,  but  of  what  is  almost  sure  to  happen,  for 
the  probabilities  of  a  metropolitan  conflagration  are  greater  in  the  dead  of 
of  winter  than  at  any  other  time.  Because  fate  has  ignored  our  reckless 
disregard  of  this  great  danger  in  the  past,  is  no  guaranty  that  it  will  be 
equally  lenient  in  the  future.  The  annihilation  of  a  great  American  city 
by  a  midwinter  fire  is  the  next  great  world-catastrophe  that  impends  over 
our  civilization ,  and  when  it  befalls  it  will  go  hard  with  those  entrusted 
with  authority  who  have  shut  their  eyes  to  its  possibility  while  they  were 
engaged  in  an  unholy  conspiracy  with  the  Fire  Fiend  for  cold-blooded 
political  ends. 

No  man  in  authority  can  plead  ignorance,  for  the  records  will  show 
that  for  a  generation  or  more  fire  underwriters  have  plead  with  legislators 
for  a  saner  treatment  of  fire  waste  and  have  warned  them  of  the  conse¬ 
quences  of  their  stubborn  disregard  of  public  interests.  The  peril  is  grave, 
my  fellow  citizens,  and  I  add  this  stern  warning  to  those  which  have  gone 
before.  This  occasion  alone  should  make  my  words  memorable,  and  should 
the  dread  event  I  have  so  feebly  described  come  to  pass,  these  words  will 
surely  be  unearthed  from  the  archives  of  this  occasion  and  confront  the 
guilty.  Rest  assured  that  their  unforgivable  sin  will  find  them  out  and,  like 
that  first  outcast  who  said,  ‘Am  I  my  brother’s  keeper?’  they  will  be  driven 
forth  from  human  fellowship  with  the  great  curse,  ‘And  now  art  thou 
cursed  from  the  earth  which  hath  opened  her  mouth  to  receive  thy 
brother’s  blood  from  thy  hand.’  ” 
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